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Momentary Distractions 


Its magical. Has to be. Its an orgasm full of dirty sin and yet its pure heaven. I'm flying with the angels and 
plunging to the ground at the same time. Free-falling upwards to pass through the clouds. It could only be a 
few seconds but | think I've been suspended here forever. There's a prick of pain but it feels so good, | can't 


even care. 


A shift in the harmony and | slam back in to myself, my eyes opening slowly, my vision blurry. Its a hit of the 
purest Peruvian powder. | wallow in it for a moment more, just out of habit, recalling every time before, until | 


can snap back. 


| keep playing so | won't disturb my partner as | slowly come to, everything sliding into focus-the room, the 
guitar, and him. My fingers stretch over the fret board instinctually, the guitar almost playing itself. He's still 
lost, | know, still not quite there, but he's always aware on some level or another. He never loses himself the 
way | do-always watching everything around him. His mussed black hair is in his eyes as always as he bends 
over his ES-I75, focusing on pulling the notes from the strings. 


| change the song, watching as he takes note somewhere in his subconscious and shifts accordingly, slowing the 


pace of his playing. | smile wickedly and do a few runs, make-shift scales and nothing else. He doesn't seem to 


notice at first but after a moment, his eyes crack open, his head slowly rolling up with a question not quite 


formed on his tongue. 


I'm still playing when | lean forward and urge his mouth upward with mine. He lets my tongue inside with a 
slight moan, tilting his head up further to meet me more fully. | thrust and he parries, his tongue wrapping 
around to come out on top, challenging me. A string pings deadly as his fingers fumble before he abandons the 
guitar completely, letting it echo hollowly. | push my own Gibson away and use both hands to cup his head. 


He shifts forward in his chair and | hear a soft thud as his discarded guitar hits the floor. | abandon my chair, 
straddling his lap instead, occupying the guitar's former spot. He smiles into my kiss as | grind downward and 


the expression's contagious. 

| pull away a bit to look at him, pushing his wispy hair out of his brown eyes. "What?" | ask. "What's so funny?" 
"You don't last long do you?" is his reply and | can't help but feel a little offended. 

"| don't last long?" He nods. "Since when?" | demand. 


He points at the guitar. "You don't last long, Slash." A flash of realization crosses my face and he grins, leaning 


forward for another kiss. 


| push my tongue down his throat, determined to shut him up. Don’t last long | smile, averting my head to 
work my way down his neck yanking his shirt off his shoulders with one hand. At some things, maybe, | think 
to myself, compromising with my pride. But at others | could teach him the meaning of eternity. He moans, 


grabbing onto my shoulders and shivering as | bite down. | wanted to see him complain then. 


He tilts his head supposedly to give me better access but | catch his look at the ground-at the guitar more 
specifically. | grind against him again, nipping at his earlobe. He swallows and turns back to me, his eyes big. | 
smile at him for a moment, watching him relax back into the chair as he stares back up at me. He runs a 
hand down my chest, his calluses lightly catching at my shirt as he traces his way to the bottom. He pushes 
the fabric up, skimming over my stomach. | suck in my breath and let my head roll back, just feeling the 


warm touch. 


He surges and l'm thrown off his lap, my arms wildly pinwheeling for anything but | land in a heap on the 
couch behind me. He has a small grin as he gloats above me and | glare at him. | wrap my arms around his 
waist, yanking him off balance and onto the cushion beside me, scrabbling on top of him. He watches me quite 
unconcerned as | pin him at the shoulders, my mop of hair coming over my shoulders to cover us both. "What 
was that?" | demand. 


He shrugs. "Chair was uncomfortable." 


| look over at the wooden chair in question "You could have said something.” 


He shrugs again and reaches up to pull my head down, firmly drawing me into a kiss. | bury my hands in his 
hair, supporting myself on my elbows as | settle myself in A small shiver runs down my spine as he nips at 
my jaw, one hand slipping towards my waist. He lifts his knee, pressing it against my groin and | push against it, 
groaning softly in my throat. Then his hand is there, stroking me and it feels so good | have to force myself 
to stop him. 


| catch his hand and drag it up over his head, pinning it on the armrest. He looks confused but | merely nod at 
him. "Eternity, Izzy." His brow furls in puzzlement. "This is going to last a long time," | clarify. When he laughs 
quietly at me | merely look down my nose at him. "Let's see if you're laughing in an hour." Taking that as a 
challenge to myself, | nip my way down his throat to his chest. He tenses, the wrist | have pinned straining 


against me as he arches up, a small snarl caught in his throat. 


| set to work on drawing out each contortion, each expression, and each note | could from him. | wanted to 


wring him dry and | can be amazingly focused when | want to be. 


And l'm free-falling upwards to pass through the clouds. Heaven. 


